MARGOT ASQUITH                        Ay

upon a chair, I lifted my veil and bent forward, leaning
my face lovingly against hers : with unforeseen alacrity
she seized my hat and threw it into the fire. Whether
from a sense of sin or the shock of the flames I do not
know, but she clung to me with both her arms and burst
into tears.

My Paris hat was of fine straw trimmed with flamingo-
coloured Prince of Wales' feathers and the last word in
fashion. Touched by her sobs and in no way regretting
the matinee, I lifted my baby into my arms and sitting
upon the chair was prepared to show her with becoming
gravity the enormity of her crime, but the passion of her
remorse was steadily telling upon me, and I found my
only desire was to comfort her : while disengaging
myself from her embrace to fumble for my handkerchief,
she perceived the Chelsea cup lying upon the chair behind
me. Her sobs instantly ceased and with a cheerful
" Tisty! Tosty ! " she waved it round her head and
dashed it to the ground.

Her tears, which I had taken for remorse, were baffled
rage, which not even consigning my feathers to the
flame had appeased, but the discovery of the forbidden
cup was more than consolation, and she scrambled off
my lap gazing with glee upon the broken bits of china.

I felt it was " up to me " as the Americans say to make
her feel how much her wilfulness had hurt me, and, as
she was nearly three years old and understood perfectly
all that was said to her, I explained that she would have
to have her tea without me that afternoon as I could no
longer play with her ; that her nannie would be as shocked
at her behaviour as I was ; and ended by saying no one
would love a little girl who resembled her in any way
whatever. She listened attentively but was unmoved.
I took her hand and we walked silently out of the room.
Before reaching the gate at the top of the nursery stairs,
she began shouting:

" Sony !   Sorry !!   Sorry !!! " which she repeated